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1 . Chapter 1 
**Tomorrow** 

The combination of the spotlight and the smoke in the air made my 
eyes water, as I took a deep breath and picked up my beat-up, trusty 
acoustic guitar. I took a sip of the whiskey in my hand to steel my 
nerves before setting it down on the floor by my stool and thumbing 
my guitar pick out of the pocket of my jeans. 

As soon as I started strumming, my stage fright started to melt away 
and I started singing into the microphone. 

"When the rain is blowing in your face, and the whole world is on 
your case, I could offer you a warm embrace, to make you feel my 
love . " 

A few couples got up and started swaying to the beat on the dance 
floor, as the bar's band joined me. I started tapping the heel of my 
right worn, leather boot on the rung of the stool I was sitting on. 
In between chords, I wrapped my guitar strap around my shoulder, and 
stood up, preparing for the chorus. Ben, the piano player, winked at 
me, and I dropped the guitar, letting it swing to my side, and I 
wrapped my hand around the mic and belted out the hook. 

"I'd go hungry, I'd go black and blue, I'd go crawlin' down the 
avenue. No, there's nothin' I wouldn't do, to make you feel my love. 
I opened my eyes, scanning the crowd, and my gaze locked on two men 
sitting at the bar, both watching me raptly. A blush crept up to my 
cheeks as I continued the song. "The storms are raging on the rollin 
sea, and on the highway of regrets. The winds of change are blowing 
wild and free. You ain't seen nothin' like me yet." 



As I finished the song, I couldn't stop looking at one of the two men 
at the bar. He was tall, with shoulder length brown hair, and 
something about him seemed oddly familiar, even if you hadn't 
remembered seeing him in Pat's before. 

"One more time, let's give it up for our own Lacey Cooper!" Ben 
stood, clapping and gesturing to me as I took a modest bow. I put my 
guitar back in its case, grabbed my empty whiskey glass and stepped 
off the small stage. 

I made my way over to the end of the bar, signaling Mickey, the 
bartender, for another drink. He came over a moment later, fresh 
glass in hand. 

"This one's taken care of." He winked at me, tilting his head in the 
direction of the two flannel clad men, who were watching me earlier. 
"You did good tonight, kiddo. You gonna sing one of your own?" 

"Nah, not tonight. All of my songs still need work. And there's not 
enough Walker in this place to convince me otherwise." I winked back, 
smiling widely. 

I had been a bartender at Pat's for about four years, since I had 
moved to Great Bend. The owner, Mickey, heard me singing to myself 
one night while cleaning up, and asked me if I had ever performed 
before. After that he had insisted on me singing once or twice a 
weekend, and I had been doing covers ever since. 

The long-haired guy's friend stood up, and I smiled, thinking he was 
coming over to say hello, but my face fell when he headed in the 
opposite direction, towards a table full of girls from the local 
community college. 

I looked back over at where he was sitting, and saw the tall one 
looking at me again. 

"That's the one," Mickey said in a low voice. "Boy can't take his 
eyes off you." He took a step back, grabbing a towel off of the bar. 
"Go get 'em, tiger." 

I laughed at my boss, and drank the rest of my Johnnie Walker before 
stepping away, walking over to thank him for the drink. 

"What a small world we live in." He smiled at me, signaling for two 
more drinks . 

"I'm sorry?" I set my guitar case against the bar and sat down on the 
barstool his friend had vacated. 

"Lacey, it's Sam." He looked at me, running his hand through his 
hair. He looked nervous. 

"Sam?" The recognition slipped into place. "Sam Winchester? Oh my 
god, I haven't seen you since sophomore year! How are you?" I pulled 
him into a tight hug, wrapping my arms around his neck. He was so 
tall, I had to reach, even as we both sat on the barstools. 


"I'm good, it's been a while. What are you doing in Great Bend? When 
did you move out of Wichita?" Mickey dropped off the two glasses 



without a word, making himself scarce. 


"I've been here about four years now. What about you?" 

Sam had attended school with me for about six months in tenth grade. 
He sat behind me in three of my classes, and we had become very close 
friends, until he had disappeared in March, without a trace. 

"My brother and I are just passing through. We actually had some 
business over in Wichita." He pointed to the guy who had walked away 
earlier, who currently had a drunken blonde in his lap, who was 
giggling because she had put her pink cowboy hat on the crown of his 
head . 

"Ah, so that's Dean." I took a sip of my whiskey, trying to hide my 
nerves. It was weird seeing Sam again, after all this time. You were 
so angry after he left, without a word. You waited for a phone call, 
a letter, or even an email from him, but none ever came. You 
eventually gave up and moved on, realizing that he didn't feel as 
close to you as you were to him. "What kind of business? What does 
Sam Winchester do to pay the bills?" 

"Dean and I, we're urn, contractors . " He said, fidgeting a bit. "What 
do you do, besides well, that?" He gestured to the stage. 

"I bartend here most nights. Mickey likes to put me on stage on the 
weekends. He says that it helps with the sales," I rolled my 
eyes . 

"You were great, really." I looked up, blushing, and saw that he was 
looking at me intensely. 

"Well, it's hard to go wrong with Dylan." I brushed off the 
compliment, awkwardly, and took another sip of the nearly empty 
drink. The whiskey was starting to go to my head, and I felt my 
cheeks heat up. 

"Would you like another?" His glass was almost empty too. 

"Maybe a beer. Too much of this stuff will put hair on your chest." I 
said, then immediately regretted it. My hand flew to my mouth, 
embarrassed . 

He laughed, good-naturedly, and asked Mickey for two craft beers. 

When they were delivered, he stood up, and asked if I wanted to grab 
a booth, so we could catch up. I nodded, and grabbed my bottle. He 
offered his hand to help me stand, and I accepted it, feeling the old 
butterflies awaken at our touch. 

We found a booth towards the back of the bar, close to the stage, 
where I set my guitar case down. I would probably be doing one more 
set before last call, anyway. 

We had been chatting, awkwardly, for about thirty minutes, when his 
brother approached, beer bottle in hand. 

"Hey Sammy, I'm gonna head out. Can you make it back to the motel 
okay?" His eyes met mine, and a mischievous sparkle lit up in his 
green eyes. "Or are you gonna be at the motel?" 



"Dean, this is Lacey. She's an old friend of mine." I stuck out my 
hand, smiling to hide the disappointment when I heard the word 
friend. I thought that we had more history than that. Hell, he was my 
first love. 

"Nice to meet you. Dean. Sam told me a lot about you, way back when." 
We shook hands, my tiny hand being swallowed by his. 

"I'm good. Dean. I can walk back. Go have fun." 

As soon as Dean walked off, Ben called me back to the stage, as I 
predicted, to see if I wanted to do a few more songs. I agreed and 
walked back over to the booth to tell Sam. 

"You're not going to disappear on me again, are you?" I meant it 
jokingly, but was surprised by the look of guilt that washed over his 
face . 

"No, I'm not going anywhere." 

Ben and I whispered for a few seconds, trying to decide which of our 
regular songs we would close out the night with, and I opened my 
guitar case. The crowd had thinned out quite a bit, so there was only 
about twenty sets of eyes on me. 

We rocked out to Journey, Guns N Roses, and Pink Floyd before I let 
the whiskey courage take over, locking eyes with the boy who had 
stolen my heart so many years ago, and I whispered in Ben's ear my 
request for the last song of the night. I told each of the band 
members to follow my lead. I knew they all knew the song. It was one 
of my favorites to belt out while sweeping the floors, but I had 
never performed it for the crowd. 

My guitar pick hovered over the worn strings, as I hesitated. I took 
a deep breath, and strummed the first chords of the song. 

"Tonight, you're mine, completely," I sang softly, into the 
microphone, eyes squeezed shut. "You give your love so sweetly." The 
band joined my guitar after the first few bars, and I started tapping 
my toes to the beat. "Tonight, the light of love is in your eyes. 

Will you still love me tomorrow?" 

I finally gained the courage to open my eyes, losing myself in the 
song, and I locked my gaze with Sam's, whose expression was full of 
emotion . 

"Is this a lasting treasure, or just a moment's pleasure? Can I 
believe the magic of your sighs? Will you still love me tomorrow?" 

I had dropped my guitar again, letting the band take over, while I 
grabbed the mic with both hands, holding it close to my face and 
swaying to the music. I squeezed my eyes shut again, getting ready 
for the high notes. 

"Tonight, with words unspoken, you say that I'm the only one, the 
only one. But will my heart be broken? When the night meets the 
morning sun?" I looked at Sam again, singing my heart out, hoping 
that he could feel me in the notes. "I'd like to know that your love 
is love I can be sure of. So tell me, tell me now, and I won't ask 
again, will you still love me tomorrow?" I repeated the last words a 



few more times, as the band faded out, letting me finish the song 
acapella . 

Everyone in the bar, the few people left, all stood and cheered, and 
I bowed, trying to hide both the tears in my eyes and the blush 
creeping up in my cheeks again. I turned around, once again placing 
my guitar in its case, and with my back to the crowd, I wiped my eyes 
carefully, making sure not to smear my makeup. I turned back to the 
mic and Mickey gave me a signal. 

"Last call everybody! Thanks for coming out!" 

Grabbing my guitar case, I stepped off the stage slowly, not eager to 
get back to the booth. Sam was standing, his expression 
unreadable . 

"Don't move, okay? I'm going to go close out my tab." I nodded, 
taking a deep breath. I was considering bolting when he 
returned . 

"So, is there anywhere we can go to talk? I'm not ready to call it a 
night yet." He stood in front of me, with his hands shoved in the 
pockets of his jeans. 

"Not really. Small town and all, everything kind of closes up early. 
This is the only place that stays open late." He looked down at his 
feet. "But you can walk me home, if you'd like. It's not 
f ar . " 

"Sure, " he followed my lead. I waved at Mickey, telling him good 
night. As we were navigating toward the front door, he rested his 
hand on my lower back, to help me through the crowd of patrons who 
were trying to pay their bar tabs as well. 

We stepped out into the cool October night, and I shivered as a 
breeze blew by. I mentally cursed for leaving my jacket at 
home . 

"Here, it's kind of chilly out here." He shrugged off the flannel 
shirt he was wearing and draped it over my shoulders. It smelled of 
the outdoors, woodsy and masculine. Wearing only a thin t-shirt 
underneath, I could see that his physique had changed quite a bit 
since I had last seen him. When we first met, he was a scrawny, 
awkward teenager. Now, he had muscles for days. His arms were nicely 
toned, without being too muscular, and the shirt hugged his chest 
nicely . 

"Thank you," I muttered, awkwardly. I was too embarrassed to say 
anything, for my out-of-character behavior. I never wore my heart on 
my sleeve, being very guarded about my feelings, so my performance 
earlier had shocked me beyond belief. I blamed the whiskey. 

"I can't believe you still have that thing." His gaze dropped to the 
scuffed guitar case in my hand. 

"Why? It's special." I smiled at him. "My best friend gave it to 


Sam had told me, when he surprised me with it, that he had worked for 
over a month, doing little jobs for my neighbor, old Mrs. Jenkins, to 



be able to afford it. I scolded him for spending so much money. The 
first time I played it for him, he said that it had all been worth 
it . 

We walked in silence until we got to the walkway to my house, a 
modest two-story that I had inherited from my grandmother. When I 
needed to get out of the hustle and bustle of the city, this place 
had been a safe haven. After my parents died in a car accident, I 
decided to leave Wichita permanently, and moved in here. 

We hesitated at the front gate, awkwardly waiting for someone to 
break the silence. Thunder rumbled close by. 

"So, it was really great bumping into you, " I started, wishing it 
hadn't come off so much like a dismissal. I wasn't sure if it was 
supposed to be. I was so confused, what with the alcohol and the old, 
buried feelings from almost a decade ago resurfacing. 

"Lacey, wait," he grabbed my elbow, gently. "I'm sorry for taking 
off, for not calling. I was an ass." 

"Yeah, kind of." I raised my eyebrow at him. A few raindrops had 
started to fall. "What happened to you? You were just gone." 

"It's complicated. Family stuff." His vague answer did little to 
soothe my anger that was burning a little brighter, thanks to the 
whiskey in my system. 

Before I could reply, the sky opened up, and it started pouring down 
on us . I pulled open the gate, making a break for the front porch, 

Sam following close behind me. 

"Come on in. I'll grab you a towel." I sat the guitar case and my 
purse on the kitchen table and left the room. Birdie, my chocolate 
lab, bounded off of my bed and to my side, holding her paw up for 
attention. I squatted down, scratching between her ears while she 
licked my face excitedly. Her ears perked up, when she heard Sam 
clear his throat, and she took off down the hallway to greet our 
visitor . 

When I had changed into a pair of leggings and a tank top, and 
towel-dried my long auburn hair, I reentered the kitchen, holding out 
a towel to him. 

"I don't have a change of clothes for you, sorry." I blushed, looking 
down. I couldn't meet his eyes. 

"No, this is good. Thank you." As he started to pat down his arms and 
dry his hair, all while being bugged by the dog, I had put a kettle 
on for tea. 

"You probably hate me, for leaving that way. I don't blame you, if 
you do . " 

My back was turned to him, as I leaned over the kitchen sink, 
watching the storm outside the window get progressively worse. He 
didn't see the tears start to well up in my eyes again. 

"Angry? Maybe. But I could never hate you, Sam." I replied, quietly. 
"We were best friends. Hell, I thought we were more. And then you 



were just gone." 

I jumped slightly when I heard his reply, from right behind me. He 
had his hands on the counter on each side of me, not touching me, but 
so close that I could feel his breath. 

"We were," his voice sounded sad. "I hated leaving. I begged my dad 
to let me stay but nothing I could say would change his mind. It was 
time to go, so I had to." 

I was still confused, not gaining any clarity from his 
explanations . 

"So, you left. Okay. Why didn't you write, or call, or anything? You 
just vanished." My tears stopped, frustration outweighing my sadness, 
and I turned to face him, ready to push him away. But his proximity 
stopped me. I was looking up at him, realizing how much taller he 
really was, and he was staring down into my eyes intensely. 

"We were constantly on the move growing up. Dean and I were raised in 
motel rooms, while our dad carted us around the country for his work. 
When he left me in Wichita, I didn't think I would be there for more 
than a week. I didn't expect to be there for half the year." He 
paused and I jumped in, a horrifying thought coming to my 
mind . 

"Wait, you were there, alone? He just left you here? What about your 
brother? " 

"Dean went with him. I stayed at a motel. That's why we always 
studied at your place." He smiled sadly. 

"What kind of monster would leave a child by themselves for that 
long? " 

"I was hardly a child. I was fifteen." He backed up a bit, and the 
air felt colder around me. I wrapped my arms around myself, just as 
the kettle started whistling. 

"Tea?" He nodded, turning around to Birdie to scratch her head. After 
finally being acknowledged, she turned and left the room, her tail 
swishing contentedly. 

"I thought that I was never going to see you again. After they came 
to get me, I fought with my dad to let me stay, for all of us to 
stay. It was the first time I had felt at home. But my dad's job 
wouldn't allow it, so we had to move on. I thought that it would be 
better to just cut ties, easier." 

"Coward, " I scoffed, handing him a coffee mug full of green 
tea . 

"Maybe, but I honestly thought I was doing the right thing. A friend, 
I probably could have kept in touch with, faked a long distance 
friendship, been pen pals with, but you? You deserved more than 
that . " 

I was shocked by his words, and the meaning behind them. We had never 
actually shared with each other how we had felt, never made that 
first move, but I had always suspected that he felt similarly. Maybe 



not love, but there was something there. 


"If I had just disappeared, then you could forget about me, move on 
with your life. Neither of us would have been haunted by the 'what 

ifs ' . " 

"I could never forget about you." I lifted my own mug up between us, 
providing myself with a little distance from him, and his beautiful 
hazel eyes. "I think about you every time I pick up that damn guitar. 
I thought about you tonight, before I even saw you sitting at the 
bar." I was so close to admitting to him how much he meant to me, how 
much he still affected me, after all those years, but the fear of him 
disappearing again stilled my tongue. 

"If I could go back, and change it, I would. I would do so many 
things differently." He set his untouched mug down on the counter and 
closed the gap between us, removing my tea from my hands and placing 
it next to his. His hands rested gently on my hips. My breath caught 
in my throat, and my heart was pounding. I had to keep him talking. I 
couldn't let him kiss me, not now, after all this time. 

"Like what?" 

"I would have fought like hell to stay. I would have called you every 
chance I got, emailed you constantly." 

My eyes kept drifting to his lips, my heart obviously overruling my 
mind, and I was losing my sturdy resolve. 

"I would have sent postcards, letters, from all over the country. I 
would have made you mix-tapes." He grinned a bit, leaning down 
towards me. 

"I would have kissed you the first time we got caught in a rain 
storm, waiting for the school bus. I would have told you that I loved 
you from the first moment I saw you. I wouldn't have wasted a single 
minute with you." His hands had moved up to cup my face, and I knew 
this was it. He stood there for a moment, his eyes searching for 
permission . 

"You're leaving tomorrow?" I asked, and his gaze fell, the spell 
broken. "Then all of the 'what ifs' don't matter. You can't change 
the past, Sam." I gently placed my hands around his wrists, pulling 
them away from my face. Turning away to wipe the tears from my eyes 
and gather my thoughts, I looked out the window again. The storm was 
getting worse, and you couldn't let him walk all the way back to 
Great Bend's one motel, three miles away. 

"You're not walking anywhere in this, and I've had too much to even 
think about driving, so I guess we're having a sleepover." I tried to 
lighten the mood, unsuccessfully . 

"It's okay, Lacey, really. It's just a little rain." 

"Sam, as awkward as this whole thing is, I'm not letting you leave. I 
can drive you to the motel in the morning. Please, just say you'll 
stay tonight?" 

"Okay, I'll stay." He turned back to his mug, sipping his tea. 



"I converted my guest room into a home studio, so you can take my 
room. I'll sleep on the couch." 


"I'm not going to make you sleep on the couch in your own house. I'll 
be fine down here." 

"Stubborn ass, can't just let someone do something nice for you." I 
grumbled, half- jokingly, and turned to go grab him a blanket and 
spare pillows. 

When I came back, he was in the kitchen, standing in front of the 
microwave, watching a bag of popcorn spin on the turntable, two open 
beer bottles sitting on the counter next to him. 

"I hope you don't mind. I was hungry." I chuckled softly, grabbing 
one of the beers and leaned on the oven door next to him. "You don't 
have to wake up early, do you?" 

"No, I have the day off. Why?" 

"I'm just hoping that we could stay up for a bit and talk." I sighed, 
not looking forward to fighting off any more emotions for the 
evening. "I just don't want to say good night yet." 

I nodded, and followed him into the living room. I knelt down to 
light a fire in the fireplace and joined him on the couch. 

"I can throw that stuff in the dryer for you. I already dried your 
flannel shirt, so you can wear that while I get the rest of 

it . " 

"Sure, that ' d be great." He stood up, pulling the wet, grey t-shirt 
off of his torso, and my mouth went dry as I watched the muscles in 
his back move. "I'm wearing boxers. Is that too much? I can deal with 
the wet jeans, if not." 

"No, you're fine," I looked away, trying to control the blush 
creeping up in my face. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the 
warm firelight dance across his tan skin. I swallowed, audibly, and 
immediately covered my face with my hand, scolding myself for being 
the least smooth person in all of Kansas, if not the country. 

"Here you go, " he handed me his wet clothes, and as I turned to face 
him, I caught a glance of a tattoo on his chest. 

"Let me go get your shirt." I all but ran from the room. Once in the 
laundry room, I closed the door, leaning against it and attempted to 
gain control of my whirlwind emotions. After grabbing the flannel 
shirt, which was dry and warm, I buried my nose in it, inhaling 

deeply. I didn't want to admit it to myself, but I was trying to 

memorize the smell, because I knew that once it was gone, I would 
miss it. Not just the smell; Sam, my long-lost best friend, the boy I 
had loved so much, without so much as a kiss to hold on to. 

I wanted desperately to let go, to finally tell him, show him, how 
much I still loved him, but fear of tomorrow, (or later this morning, 
since it was after three a.m.) stopped me. I had never been a one 

night stand kind of gal, and it just didn't feel right with Sam. I 

knew that one night, which I could logically pass of as closure, 
would never be enough for me. And I wasn't sure if he could offer any 



more to me than that. 


I threw in his jeans and shirt into the dryer drum with more force 
than intended and turned it on. Reentering the living room, I saw his 
eyes combing over one of my bookshelves. I stood there for a moment, 
watching him walk around in just his underwear like he belonged here, 
like this was home. A small smile played at my lips, while I leaned 
my arm against the door frame. 

He turned to look at me, smiling in return. 

"What is it? What's that smile for?" 

"Nothing, just thinking." I walked over to him, handing over the red 
flannel . 

"Thinking about what?" The flannel hung in his hand. He made no 
attempt to put it on. 

"The past, mostly. How surreal this whole night has been." 

"Tell me about it. I tried looking you up when we were in Wichita, 
but I couldn't find you." 

"You did?" I had sat down on the couch, folding my legs underneath 
me. He joined me a second later, sitting about a foot away from 
me . 

"I wasn't even sure if you would have wanted to see me. I guess I 
just wanted to see if you were okay. Maybe just see you." He looked 
down again, at his hands. 

"Sam, you're not making this very easy on me." 

"I know, and I'm sorry, but you need to know that this hasn't been 
easy for me either." He turned his body to the side, to face me, and 
grabbed my hand. 

The butterflies were back, joined by a pool of warmth that was 
spreading through my core. 

"Damn it, Sam. Will you put your shirt on? It's distracting." I 
looked away, taking a heavy drink of my beer. He chuckled, but 
obliged . 

"Better?" He asked, as he was working on the last few 
buttons . 

"Marginally." I rolled my eyes. "Everything in my head is screaming 
at me that this is wrong, that I should just go to bed, take you to 
the motel, and forget all about you." He had reached out to grab my 
hand again, and was softly rubbing his thumb across it. 

"There's a 'but, ' right?" 

"Yes, there's a 'but.' Let me finish." I looked pointedly at him and 
he threw his free hand up innocently. "But everything else is telling 
me that running into you tonight was not a coincidence. It was 
serendipitous, seeing you again, and it's taking all of my energy to 
fight off the urge to kiss you, take that next step." 



"Lacey, I loved you fifteen years ago, and seeing you again makes me 
realize that I still do. Why fight this?" 


"What happens tomorrow? You'll leave with your brother, to God knows 
where, and when will I see you again? When will I hear from you? The 
only plausible scenario to come out of that would be a goodbye, and 
I'm just not that type of girl." 

"We could figure this out, make it work. Yes, I travel a lot, but my 
brother and I live a few hours from here. I could come visit as much 
as possible . " 

"You sound so optimistic about that." 

"Now who's the coward?" 

"Excuse me?" I pulled my hand back, my temper flaring. 

"You're completely content in throwing in the towel before even 
trying. If we try, and it doesn't work out, then at least we'll 
know . " 

"I'm not content, trust me. This is the hardest thing I've had to do 
in a while, and I take no pleasure in this." 

"Chicken, " he goaded. It was the same tone he used when he was trying 
to get me to sign up for the school's talent show. 

"I am not a chicken." I reached over to the bowl of popcorn on the 
coffee table and threw a few kernels at him. He deftly caught one of 
them in his mouth, before one hit him in the eye. 

"Ouch, salt in my eye." He pulled back both hands, rubbing his right 
eye furiously. I felt awful. 

"Here, let me see it." I scooted closer to him on the couch, and 

eased his hand down so I could take a look at his eye. Once my hands 

were on his face, he wrapped his hands around mine, holding them 
there, while he pulled his face close to mine. 

"I would die before hurting you again, Lacey. I love you." He didn't 
wait for a response that time. He dipped down, capturing my lips in a 
soft kiss. My breath hitched, and I felt years of emotion pour into 

the kiss. I surprised us both by being the one to deepen it. I 

climbed onto his lap, straddling him while my hands twined into his 
long, damp hair. 

I moved my lips down to his neck, using my hands to open the flannel 
shirt so I could touch the smooth skin on his chest. His heart was 
pounding under my fingertips and his breath was deep and ragged. With 
my legs pressed against his hips, I could feel his erection growing 
through the thin fabric of his boxers against my center and it drove 
all rational thought from my head. 

I twined my fingers through his hair again, returning my lips to his 
as I rolled my hips, trying to get even closer to him. His hands ran 
up the back of my tank top and started stroking the skin on my back, 
over my bra. I reached down to pull the fabric off of my torso, when 
he gently grabbed my wrists, stopping the kiss. His expression was 



pained . 


"Lacey, wait." I pulled back, looking into his beautiful eyes, and 
felt a small sting of rejection. He must have seen it in my eyes, 
because his lips smirked up and he kissed my nose, gently. "I want to 
do this right. I screwed up before, and I want to make it up to 
you . " 

"Then take off your shirt and follow me to my bedroom." I started to 
stand, but was pinned to him by his strong arms. I felt heat creeping 
up my neck and cheeks while dark thoughts raced through my mind. I 
couldn't remember wanting anyone as badly as I did right 
then . 

"Trust me, I would love nothing more, but I mean it. I want to earn 
the right to be with you." 

His words brought tears to my eyes, and I tilted my head up to kiss 
him again, but slowly, sweetly. I rose to my feet, grabbing his hand 
and pulling him up. He wrapped his long arms around me, pulling me 
into a warm hug, and I laid my head against his chest, listening to 
his heartbeat. He kissed my hair before asking me which way my 
bedroom was located. 

"To sleep, " he clarified, when he saw the blush creep back into my 
face. "I would like to spend the night with you, holding you. If 
that's okay, I mean." He seemed nervous, and for a moment, I could 
see the awkward teenager in his face again. 

"Yeah, that's cool, I guess. But you can't hog the covers." I joked, 
lightening the mood. If he wanted to wait, I would respect that, but 
I couldn't imagine crawling into bed with him, as thick as the sexual 
tension was, and not acting on my baser instincts. I led him to my 
bedroom door. "Oh, I should warn you. Birdie is a snuggler." 

I woke around eleven the next morning, my legs tangled with Sam's 
under the quilt on my bed. My cheek was resting on his bare chest, 
and I was listening to his slow, steady breathing. While he was 
sleeping, I peeked over at the tattoo that was on his chest, just 
over his heart. It was a pentagram, encircled with what looked like 
flames. It was a strange design, one I had never seen before. I also 
started to notice that his smooth skin was marred with various scars 
that I hadn't noticed the night before. 

Before I could contemplate the mystery that was Sam Winchester, he 
stirred, pulling me against his side with his left arm, turning his 
face to me and planted a kiss on my forehead. 

"Morning," he muttered, sleep still heavy in his voice. 

"Good morning." I lifted up to place a kiss on his lips before 
crawling out from under the covers. "I have to take Birdie for a 
walk. She hasn't gone outside since last night." I pulled my hair 
into a sloppy ponytail and headed out. 

When I returned, Sam was dressed and standing in front of the coffee 
pot, waiting for the drip to cease. Two mugs had been laid out on the 
counter. Seeing him clothed made my heart sink. I was reminded that 
he was leaving. I hung the leash up on the nail on the wall, stroking 
her back as she walked over to her water bowl, and plastered on a 



brave face. 


"Dean called. We've got to hit the road soon." 

"Right, yeah, of course." I crossed my arms across my chest, standing 
awkwardly in the middle of the kitchen. "I'll drive you to the 
motel . " 

As if he could feel me pulling away, he crossed the room, wrapping me 
in his arms. 

"I meant everything I said last night." He tilted my chin up, forcing 
me to look into his eyes. "I will do everything I can to make this 
work, I promise." He placed a chaste kiss on my lips, and I took a 
deep breath. 

We climbed into my old pickup. Birdie whining because she couldn't 
come along, and he grabbed my hand from across the bench seat. The 
quick drive downtown was quiet, and before I was ready, I was pulling 
up next to a gorgeous black Impala, Dean leaning against the 
trunk . 

"Nice car," I whistled. I'd give my right arm to sit behind the wheel 
of that beauty. 

I threw the gear shift into park, and climbed out of the cab. 

"Hey Dean," I waved, sheepishly. 

"Morning, uh, sweetheart." I chuckled, and reminded him of my name. 

He blushed. 

"Come on, Sammy, Jody called. We've got to get goin'." 

He stepped out of the truck too, looking at me sadly. 

"I'll call you, every day, scout's honor." He held up his fingers in 
a salute. 

"I'll bet you fifty bucks that you were never a boy scout." I 
scoffed. He smiled and grabbed my hands. 

"Well, I owe you dinner then, and dessert." He put his hand on the 
back of my neck, pulling my face to his and kissed me, passionately. 

I heard Dean clear his throat behind him, and he cursed under his 
breath . 

Before he pulled away, he mouthed the words "I love you," to me. 

I watched the car drive off until I could no longer see the tail 
lights on the main road. 

Once I climbed back into my truck, I looked at the screen of my cell 
phone. I had one new text message from Sam, with a heart emoji after 
it. He must have programmed it while I was out walking the 
dog . 

"_Miss 
eyes . 


you already." 


I smiled to myself, tears springing up in my 



"_Miss you too."_ 

A/N: The songs mentioned below do not belong to me. The first is _To 

Make You Feel My _Love, written by the great Bob Dylan, and the 

second is _Will You Still Love Me Tomorrow_, recorded by many amazing 
artists, including Amy Wineheart . I also do not own anyone from the 
SPN universe. I am currently chewing on a possible plot and might be 

updating soon with a second chapter. Thank you to those who have 

already read. Let me know if you'd like to see this continue. Stay 
tuned ! 


2 . Chapter 2 
**Chapter Two** 

I pulled the aluminum door of my mailbox down and smiled when I saw 
the postcard inside, postmarked Dixon, Missouri. The picture on the 
front was a golden Labrador puppy sitting inside a rain boot and 
wearing a pair of sunglasses. I grabbed the rest of the mail and 
brought it inside, before tossing it on the kitchen table and 
unhooking Birdie's leash. She walked over to her water dish, drinking 
greedily, while sloshing water all over the floor. I pulled a bottle 
of water out of the fridge myself, needing to rehydrate after our 
five mile run around town. 

I sat down, sorting through the stacks of envelopes I brought in, 
mostly bills and junk, before my eyes settled on the postcard again. 
It was the eighth one I had gotten in the month since Sam had left 
Great Falls. I had also gotten letters and a few mix tapes. It was 
like he was making up for lost time, and I loved every minute of it. 
We talked on the phone almost every night before bed, sometimes for 
hours . 

I flipped it over, reading his messy script. 

"_Lacey, I can't believe that it's been over two weeks since I've 
seen you. Dean and I have been keeping busy. We're in Missouri right 
now. I can't wait for this weekend to get here. I miss you. Love, 

Sam . 

It would be Sam's third visit, and I was beyond ready. He had done a 
great job at making sure that he was in this all the way, with the 
phone calls and other various kinds of communicat ion, but I had 
become increasingly more aware of the distance. I hadn't seen him in 
fifteen years, and survived, but now, every day felt like a lifetime. 
It was selfish, I knew that, but I wanted him with me. 

He was supposed to come tomorrow, sometime after lunch, and I had 
taken the weekend off from work, to spend with him. 

I finished off my bottle of water, tossing it in the recycling bin 
and headed upstairs to my recording studio, my favorite room in the 
old house, by far. 

It wasn't much, but I was proud of it. A laptop, microphone, and a 
bit of soundboard equipment was all I had been able to acquire over 
the years. It was enough for me to record a few samples and demos, 
which sat on my hard drive, unused. I was crazy self-conscious about 
my music, and had always had a problem sharing it with anyone. So, I 



hadn't actually burned any of it and sent it out. 

I had even written one for Sam. I was going to perform it at the 
talent show he had talked me into joining, as a way of telling him 
how I felt, when I couldn't find the words, but at the last minute, 
standing on stage with my new guitar, I chickened out, and sang 
Creedence Clearwater instead. 

Sitting down on the worn, wooden rocking chair, my grandmother's 
favorite, I opened my notebook and started reading the scribbled 
lyrics to myself. I grabbed the cord by my feet and plugged it into 
the bottom of my guitar, which I had converted to a semi-acoust ic a 
few years back. I pulled the headphones up around my head, and 
started to strum. After taking a moment to tune, I set the program on 
the laptop to record and started playing. 

"You were standing there, fire in your eyes. As you held me in, said 
'sorry I didn't write.' We've got seven days, before we say goodbye, 
back to separate ways. I'll miss you more this time." 

I lost myself in the song that I had been working on since Sam had 
reappeared in my life. 

"So won't you stay, till the morning? I've been frozen since that 
night you sang with me. One more day, for you to hold me, 'cause I 
don't know when I'll see you again." I saw Birdie pad in, from the 
corner of my eye, and sit by my feet. "How was I to guess, that I'd 
still be on your mind. Enough to bring you here, and prove I wasn't 
right. We don't need to know, the future isn't ours." I saw Birdie 
stand up, walking over towards the door, where I saw a pair of boots 
standing there. My voice trailed off, and I pulled the headphones 
of f . 

My eyes met Sam's, and I was too stunned to be embarrassed that he 
had heard me. I set my guitar on its rest and stood up, forgetting 
that I was still wearing my headphones that were attached to my 
laptop. After jerking my head back, and blushing horribly, I pulled 
them off and walked over to him, wrapping my arms around 
him. 

" You ' re early . " 

He didn't say anything, just took a deep breath, wrapping his arms 
around me and burying his nose in my sweaty hair. I could feel him 
trembling and looked up into his eyes. He had deep bags under them 
and they were ringed with red. 

"Sam, what's wrong?" My heart started to pound and I noticed that he 
had dried blood on his neck and shirt. "Oh my God, are you hurt?" He 
still didn't reply, so I walked past him, through the door and pulled 
him into the bathroom. He seemed to be in a trance as I started 
pulling off his jacket, then the flannel over shirt he was wearing. 

He only looked at me after I had pulled the soiled t-shirt off of 
him. My heart broke when I met his eyes. There was so much pain in 
them. 

I took a deep breath and started scanning his chest for injuries, any 
sign of where the blood had come from. I grabbed a washcloth, soaking 
it in the sink, and used it to start cleaning his skin. When I didn't 
see any cuts, just a few bruises on his chest, I realized that the 



blood wasn't his, and the pit in my stomach grew deeper. 


"Sam, tell me what happened, please." Tears appeared in my eyes, and 
my voice started to shake. "I'm scared." 

"It's Dean," was all he managed to get out before he crumpled into my 
arms, sobbing. 

I pulled him off of the toilet seat, into my arms. I held him until 
his crying had stopped, and then led him to my room, where we sat on 
the bed. He laid his head on my chest and I stroked his hair, softly, 
waiting for him to explain what had happened. We stayed like that for 
hours, until after the sun set. 

"Do you have anything to drink?" He asked, his voice sounding 
weak . 

"Water? Or something stronger?" The look he gave me told me his 
answer, and I kissed his forehead before leaving the room to get the 
whiskey. I returned with the bottle and two glasses, and rejoined him 
on the bed before pouring us both a drink. 

"Was it an accident? Something to do with work?" 

"Yeah, something like that." He laughed, but it was a harsh sound. He 
downed the whiskey in one swallow and turned to me, a desperate look 
in his eyes. He pulled me into a passionate kiss, one that I wasn't 
expecting. He grabbed the glass from my hand and set it on the 
nightstand before rolling on top of me, pinning me to the bed. He 
kissed me again, his hand holding my side under my tank top and I 
pulled one leg over his back, returning the kiss. 

His lips moved from mine, down to my neck, his breath tickling my ear 
and it sent my arousal into overdrive. I dragged my nails down the 
bare skin on his back, encouraging him to continue. He responded by 
kissing lower, across my breasts, stomach, and then stopped at the 
waistband of my shorts. I pulled my tank top and bra off as one, 
throwing them to the side. His eyes met mine, seeking permission, and 
I nodded slightly. 

He pulled my bottoms off quickly, before sitting up to unbutton his 
jeans and step out of his boots. Once naked, he was on top of me 
again, and pushed himself inside me. My eyes widened, feeling myself 
stretch to fit him. Before I could get used to the intrusion, he was 
pumping his hips, driving into me with furious determination. Right 
before he orgasmed, he looked into my eyes and kissed me. Then his 
body went rigid, and he murmured my name. Then he collapsed, panting 
and sweaty, on top of me. The whole ordeal only lasted a few minutes, 
not long enough for me to finish, but I knew what motivated it and 
chided myself for having thought that selfishly. 

He pulled out of me and rolled over onto his side, resting his head 
on my shoulder and holding me close. He was asleep almost 
immediately. I leaned over, kissing his forehead softly. 

"I love you, Sam." 

I woke up the next morning, alone. The sheets were wrapped around me, 
and my clothes were still strewn around the room, but there was no 
sign of Sam. I got up, grabbing the robe from my bathroom and tied it 



around me. I searched the entire house for him, but he was gone. My 
eyes filled with tears, while old insecurities invaded my mind. 

He was gone. He had left me again, with no explanation. 

My heart was racing, and I was feeling the beginning of a panic 
attack coming on, when I entered the kitchen, and saw a note stuck to 
the refrigerator door. I pulled it down, my eyes combing it 
quickly . 

"_Lacey, I'm sorry that you're going to wake up and think that I've 
abandoned you again. I have some things to take care of, and I need 
to do them alone. I hope you'll understand. I'm also sorry about last 
night. That was so far from what I had imagined our first time would 
be like. You deserve more than that. I'll call you as soon as I can, 

I promise. Love, Sam."_ 

After reading it, I felt a little better, but the heartbreak was 
still raw. 

The next five weeks passed very slowly. I barely heard from Sam at 
all. I was lucky to get a phone call once a week, and the letters, 
postcards, other cute little things he would do ceased all together. 

I knew that he was grieving and he needed space, and I was being as 
supportive as possible, but it was killing me. 

I filled the time with extra shifts at Pat's, and helping out at the 
diner in town, while the manager was on maternity leave. 

I was standing on stage, half-heartedly singing a country song, a 
favorite of the patrons, when I saw a familiar face walk into the 
bar, followed by a man I'd never seen. My heart stopped, and I missed 
a few words, before regaining my composure and finished out. 

I signaled to the band that I needed a break and stepped off stage. I 
hid in the corner of the bar, watching a dead man approach Mickey, 
ordering a drink, before sitting down. His companion was a short 
gentleman, wearing a black suit that matched his hair and beard. 

I pulled my phone out of my back pocket and walked to the back 
storage area to call Sam. 

"What's up?" His short answer surprised me, and hurt a bit. 

"I'm good, Sam. Thanks for asking." I hated my petulant tone, but the 
three whiskeys I had drank earlier were apparently taking the front 
seat . 

"Sorry Lacey," he sounded repentant. "It's been crazy lately. I've 
been meaning to call." 

"I know, I'm sorry too. I didn't mean to snap." I heard him take a 
deep breath on the other end, and I knew he was waiting for me to get 
to the point of my call. I steeled myself, expecting to sound crazy. 
"Sam, I don't know how to tell you this, but Dean isn't dead." 

"What do you mean?" I heard an edge of panic in his voice. 

"He's here, at Pat's, with a short guy in a suit." 



"What?" I heard something slam in the background. "Lacey, you need to 
get out of there." 

"What? Why? I've got two more sets to go before we close." 

"I mean it, Lacey, you need to get out of there. Dean isn't exactly 
himself. He's dangerous." My heart was racing as I was watching him 
sitting at the bar, sipping his drink. 

"Okay, I'm heading home. I'll call you when I get there, 
okay ? " 

"Pack a bag. Enough for a few weeks. I'm going to text you an 
address." She heard an engine roar to life on the other end of the 
line. "Bring Birdie with you. I'll meet you there as soon as I 


The line went dead and I got a text a moment later. The address was 
in Lebanon, which was about two hours north of Great Bend. I was 
starting to freak out. I had no idea what was going on, but the 
urgency in Sam's voice was enough to scare me into action. I stepped 
out of the storage room, and over to the stage, where I told Ben that 
I wasn't feeling well, and was going to head home. I refused to look 
over at Dean while I packed up my guitar and walked over to the bar 
to grab my purse. 

Mickey saw me approach and met me at the end. 

"You okay, kiddo? You look pale." 

"I'm fine, just not feeling so hot. I think it might have been 
something I ate. You care if I dip out early?" 

"No, sweetheart, that's fine. You get home and rest up." I nodded, 
and headed through the crowd, praying to escape unnoticed. 

Luckily, the night was on the colder side, and I had decided to 
drive, instead of walking. I made it all the way to the cab of my 
truck, placing my guitar case inside, before I was stopped, with a 
big hand gripping my arm just above the elbow. 

"Lexie, right?" His voice was deep, gravelly. 

"Lacey," I turned to face him, looking braver than I felt. "Hey Dean. 
How are you?" 

"Just great. Never better." He looked at the truck, then back at me. 
There was something menacing about his eyes. "Where are you going? 

The night is still young. Maybe you could join me inside for a dance 
and a drink." 

"I appreciate the offer. Dean, but I'm not feeling well. Maybe some 
other time? The next time you're in town?" 

"Yeah, maybe." He released my arm, and I climbed into the cab of the 
truck, starting it with a shaky hand. 

"Oh, hey Lacey, before you leave, " He grabbed my wrist through the 
open window, squeezing so tightly it brought tears to my eyes, and a 
small groan escaped my throat. "I have a message for my brother." 



My eyes widened in fear that I could no longer hide. When he saw it, 
he smirked. A single tear rolled down my cheek and he reached up to 
brush it off, with unexpected gentleness, before he licked it off of 
his finger. 

"Tell him to stop looking for me." He released my wrist, which was 
already turning from red to purple, and I threw the truck into gear, 
peeling out of the parking lot. 

I was home within five minutes, and was running up the front porch 
stairs. Unlocking my door took longer than normal, thanks to my 
trembling hands. 

Once inside, I grabbed my suitcase out of the closet and started 
throwing things in haphazardly. I now understood the urgency behind 
his warning, and had no desire to lollygag around Great Bend while 
his psychotic brother was here. I was packed up in no time, grabbing 
my phone charger off of the nightstand and threw it into my purse. 

I grabbed Birdie's leash off of the hook in the wall, and called her 
to follow me. Walking back out to the truck, I threw my suitcase in 
the bed, and then my guitar, which I had left in the cab. Birdie 
hopped up in the open door, taking her spot in the passenger seat, 
while I turned around to lock the front door of the house. 

I hopped into the driver's seat, starting the truck and rolled down 
the passenger side window for Birdie, and pulled out of the driveway 
heading north. 

A/N: The song at the beginning, because I have no talent for writing 
my own music, belongs to Elle King, and it's called "_See You Again. 
_It ' s a beautiful song, and you guys should give it a listen. So, I 
have decided to give this a go as an actual story, if you couldn't 
tell by my posting another chapter. I'm not sure how often I'll get 
to update, though, so bear with me. As always, comments and love are 
much appreciated! 


3 . Chapter 3 
**Chapter Three** 

Once I drove into Lebanon, I pulled over to the side of the road to 
punch the address into my GPS. 

"No results found." A sharp, British man informed me. 

I checked the address against what Sam had sent me, and it was a 
match. So I tried again. 

"No results found." 

"Yeah, yeah, Jeeves. Stuff it." I shut off the device, and pulled 
back onto the road. According to my old map, this road would lead 
straight through the main part of town. After I found a landmark, I 
would just call Sam for directions. 

I found the local diner easy enough, which was miraculously still 
open at two-thirty in the morning. I was dying for a cup of coffee. 



so I left Birdie in the truck and walked inside. I slid into a booth 
by the window, so I could keep an eye on the truck. 

Once the waitress had come by for my order, I picked up my cell 
phone, looking for a signal to call out. I had to get up out of the 
booth and walk around the diner a bit before I found one. 

"Are you okay?" Sam sounded worried. "I thought you would have been 
here by now." 

"Well, I'm in Lebanon, but the address you gave me doesn't pull up on 
my GPS, so I'm at the diner in town." 

"Shit, right, I'm sorry. We're kind of tucked away back here. Stay 
there. I'll come get you." 

"Do you want me to order anything for you? I'm starving, so I was 
going to get breakfast." 

"I'm good. Get it to go. I'll be there in ten." There was a car door 
slamming, then the phone call dropped. I tried to suppress my 
aggravation at getting hung up on, again. 

He made it there in five, just as the waitress was dropping off my 
to-go box and the check. When he walked into the diner, he scooped me 
up in a desperate hug, holding me close. His face was covered in 
faint bruises, and he had a sling on his right arm. 

"I'm so glad that you're okay." He kissed my lips, softly, and 
everything from the last five weeks was forgiven. He released me, 
throwing a twenty down on the table and grabbed my food. "Come on, 
you can follow me home." 

"Are you going to tell me what's going on? What happened to 
you? " 

"I'll explain as best as I can." He led me out the door, and to my 
truck . 

I followed his taillights out of town and down a dark road leading 
into the woods. We drove for miles before he turned off, onto a 
driveway I would have missed if alone. He pulled into a large garage, 
and I parked my truck in the spot next to him. Inside the massive 
space were dozens of antique vehicles, all looking in pristine 
condition . 

He grabbed my suitcase and guitar, leading me into a large room with 
vaulted ceilings and marble walls. It was incredible. 

"What is this place?" I was looking around, awestruck, while Birdie 
sniffed her way around the room. 

"Home . " 

"Wow." He was quiet, looking awkward, as he showed me around the 
gigantic space. We stopped in the kitchen, where he told me to 
eat . 


I sat down at the table, grabbing the fork he handed me, and dug into 
my pancakes. Sam had grabbed a beer out of the antique looking fridge 



and was drinking it silently, watching me. About halfway through my 
meal, he noticed the prominent bruise on my wrist, and pulled my hand 
across the table softly. 

"Lacey, did my brother do this?" His tone was clipped, and his eyes 
were alight with anger. My hesitation answered the question, and his 
gaze dropped to the table. "I'm so sorry. I didn't want you to get 
involved. It was stupid of me to think that I could keep you from all 
of this." He gestured around him with his hand, and I was completely 
lost . 

"Sam, what's going on? Keep me from what?" My emotions were 
threatening to spill over. I was scared, frustrated at not knowing 
what was going on, and exhausted. 

"I have no idea where to start." He stood up, grabbing a bottle of 
whiskey and two tumblers from the bar and returned to the 
table . 

"Okay, let me guess. You're a CIA agent. This is your base of 
operations, and your brother has gone rogue." I rolled my eyes at 
myself. I've seen too many movies. 

He chuckled a bit, and then looked me in the eyes, swallowing a gulp 
of the amber liquid. 

"Actually, that's kind of close." He took a deep breath, steeling 
himself. My heart was racing in anticipation. "Do you believe in 
monsters ? " 

It was my turn to chuckle. I pushed my empty to-go box out of the 
way, and grabbed my own whiskey. When I saw that he wasn't laughing, 

I felt my temper flair up. 

"You know, Sam, I've been pretty patient up until now. I was ordered 
to come up here, for my own safety, but from what? You won't tell 
me." I propped my leg up on the chair next to me, resting my arm on 
my knee. "So, let's cut the crap, and you tell me what it is you're 
_protecting_ me from." 

"I'm trying to." He sighed, running his hands through his hair. "Now, 
do you believe in monsters? I know it sounds crazy. Indulge 


"No, not really. What kind of monsters?" Birdie had walked up, 
placing her head on my lap, and I was scratching behind her ears, 
absentmindedly . 

"Ghosts, vampires, werewolves, demons. Pretty much everything you 
were told that goes bump in the night." I fought the urge to stand up 
and walk away. I saw his look and tried to keep an open mind. 

"Okay, so, what? They exist?" He nodded. 

"Yes. And my brother and I hunt them." I started to say something, 
but he held up a hand, and I stopped, letting him continue. "We've 
been hunters most of our lives, because of our dad. When I was a 
baby, my mother was killed by a demon, and he spent my entire 
childhood hunting it down, to kill it. He dragged us all around the 
country looking for leads, killing monsters along the way. Dean took 



to this life so much more than I did. Dad and I never got along. I 
was never enough of a soldier for him." He stood up, turning his back 
to me. "I ended up leaving them when I was old enough to go to 
college. I went to Stanford, pre-law." 

"I had no idea." My heart swelled with pride. "That's awesome." 

"It didn't last, though. Being in this life, there's always something 
to suck you back in." He grabbed my hand, pulling me to my feet and 
led me out of the kitchen and down a long hallway. "I'll give you a 
tour of the bunker later, but I thought that you would want to get 
changed and relax. We can keep talking in my room." 

We stopped at wooden door with a heavy iron emblem on it . I ran my 
finger over it before asking him what it was. 

"It's the symbol for the Men of Letters. Dean and I, we're legacies. 
It's a secret society devoted to documenting all things supernatural 
in the world. Come on, " he opened the door, placing a hand on my 
lower back and leading me into the room. He set my suitcase on the 
ground, and walked back out of the room to grab the whiskey, and give 
me time to change. 

When he returned, I was wearing one of Sam's baggy t-shirts that he 
had left at my place on one of his previous visits, and a pair of 
track shorts. His eyes combed over my bare legs as he pulled a chair 
up next to the bed. 

"Okay, so, what's going on with Dean? Why did he show up in Great 
Bend, all but threatening me? Is he the one that beat the crap out of 
you? " 

"That's my fault, and I'm sorry." He looked truly remorseful. "Dean 
and I were on the trail of a really powerful demon, one of the first. 
There was only one weapon that could kill her; something called the 
First Blade. In order to wield it. Dean had to take on a curse of 
sorts. That curse eventually killed him. And no, this was someone 
else." He rubbed his bruised cheek absentmindedly . 

The day he showed up at my house made a bit more sense now. 

"Only, he didn't stay gone. He woke up a demon. And I've been trying 
to find him, to cure him, ever since." 

My head was spinning. I wasn't even sure I was believing anything he 
was telling me. I knew that he wouldn't lie to me, but the idea of 
him being some sort of Ghostbuster just seemed ridiculous. 

"Demons? Like Linda Blair, Exorcist demons?" I fought hard to keep 
the sarcasm out of my voice. 

"Yeah. Most demons possess humans, and we can exorcise them, using a 
Latin incantation and holy water. But not Dean. He's not possessed, 
he _is_ a demon. And from what I can gather, he wants to stay that 
way. But there is a cure. I tried it on Crowley, and came damn close, 
but Dean was worried that it was killing me, so we stopped. We were 
trying to seal the gates of Hell." He saw my look of confusion. 
"Crowley is the dick you saw with Dean. The guy in the suit. He calls 
himself the King of Hell." 



"Sam, " I started, rubbing my eyes wearily, "this all 
sounds, " 

"Crazy? I know. But every word is true, I promise. And, I'll prove it 
to you, in the morning, after we both get some sleep." He stood up, 
gently removing the sling, pulling off his shirt and jeans, climbing 
into the bed next to me. There was a handprint shaped bruise above 
his elbow. Birdie walked a few circles on the rug by the bed, before 
settling down and falling asleep. He wrapped an arm around my side, 
pulling me against him, and whispered into my hair. "I'm so glad that 
you ' re okay . " 

I rolled over to face him, fingertips tracing small circles on his 
bare chest. 

"What does this mean?" I lightly touched the tattoo. 

"It's a symbol that prevents demonic possession." A scary thought 
came to my mind. 

"Have you ever been possessed?" He nodded, sadly. My breath shuddered 
in my throat, and I curled my body against his. "I missed you, missed 
this. I love you." 

"Love you too, Lacey." 

As exhausted as I felt, sleep wouldn't come. My mind was reeling with 
everything that Sam had told me. After sitting and listening to his 
deep breathing for about an hour, I slowly snuck out of bed and out 
of the room to explore. After a few minutes of walking, I found what 
looked like a huge library. Floor to ceiling bookcases covered the 
walls, and comfy arm chairs and a table furnished the room. I stepped 
inside, running a finger down the spines of the first bookshelf I 
came to. None of the titles were in English. I pulled one at random, 
flipping through the pages, before I stopped at an old illustration 
of a giant black dog. I closed the text and placed it back in its 
spot, before moving across the room, to another bookshelf. 

These were mostly in English, and I pulled one titled "_The Book of 
Eorbidden Knowledge_" and curled up in one of the armchairs that was 
placed in front of the fireplace. Thumbing through the pages, I 
realized that the book was about witches, and witchcraft. The book 
itself was very old, and had that wonderful "old-book" smell. There 
was no publishing page, so I couldn't even guess when it was 
printed . 

I stayed in the library until after dawn, reading one book, after 
another, still unable to believe everything that I had learned. My 
eyes combed page after page until they grew so heavy, I couldn't keep 
them open. 

I woke up, hearing noises from the kitchen nearby, with a blanket 
draped over my legs. I stretched my arms over my head, languidly, and 
stood up, putting the book back where I found it. I poked my head 
around the corner, investigating the sounds, and saw Sam standing 
over the stove, shirtless. Birdie was lying at his feet, looking up 
expectantly for him to drop the food he was cooking. I walked over 
quietly, wrapping my arms around his waist and placing my lips on his 
bare back. 



"I see you found the library this morning." I peeked around him, 
seeing eggs and turkey bacon frying in a pan. 

"Yeah, I couldn't sleep. Too much to process." 

"You're taking all of this extremely well. When I woke up this 
morning, I thought you had taken off." 

"I could never leave without saying anything." I bit my tongue, 
hating that I sounded accusatory. "I'm sorry, that sounded 
horrible . " 

He turned around, kissing my forehead. 

"Nothing I don't deserve, Lacey. Hell, I've done it twice now." He 
turned back to the stove. "Hungry?" 

"Famished." I asked him where the plates were and grabbed two, 
setting them on the table. "This place is seriously cool, by the 
way . " 

"Yeah, it is. We've got everything we need here. And, it's the first 
home we've really had." He joined me at the table, scooping food on 
both plates. "So, how are you feeling, about all of this?" 

"Like you're still pulling my leg." I stated, after a bite of bacon. 
"All of those cars in the garage, are they yours?" 

"Well, they belong to the Men of Letters, but since Dean and I are 
the last surviving members that we know of, yeah." I whistled. 

"So, what other cool shit does this place have?" 

"You've found the library, already. There's an armory and gun range 
in the basement, and the whole place is protected by Enochian sigils, 
to make it undetectable. Which is why your GPS couldn't find 

it . " 

"Enochian? " 

"The language of the angels." 

"Wait, angels are real too?" I dropped my fork, pushing my empty 
plate aside. 

"Yeah, and for the most part, they're assholes. They have a huge chip 
on their shoulders when it comes to humans." 

"These things that you hunt, you kill them?" My curiosity was 
outweighing my doubt for the moment. 

"If they are a danger to anyone, yes. There are some creatures out 
there who don't hurt humans; that have found a way to live among 
them. We keep tabs on them from time to time, but for the most part, 
we leave them be." 

I felt like I had reached my quota again, but I knew there was so 
much more story to hear. 


"You promised me a tour. 



"In a bit. I was going to head into town this morning and pick up 
some things. I noticed that you didn't pack any food for Birdie." My 
cheeks flared, and guilt welled up in my stomach. 

"Ugh, no. I was in such a hurry to get out of there, I completely 
forgot. Mind if I join you? I need to get shampoo, too." 

"I was actually going to ask you if you wanted to come along." He 
smiled at me, lacing his fingers through mine. I stood up, placing 
both of our plates in the sink and led him down the hallway to get 
ready. When I told him that I was going to hop in the shower, he 
surprised me by asking to join. I agreed, a bit too 
enthusiastically. 

"Remember that song you were singing, when I saw you last?" His 
fingers were massaging his shampoo into my scalp. 

I was glad that my back was to him, so he couldn't see my blush. I 
nodded . 

"Was that one of yours? It didn't sound familiar." 

"Yeah, I wrote it after you left with Dean." We switched places, so I 
could rinse my hair. 

"You wrote me a song?" He seemed surprised, and flattered. 

"It's not the first. I wrote one when we were kids, too. I was 
supposed to sing it at the talent show, as some ridiculously grand 
romantic gesture, but I couldn't." I hid my face, embarrassed at my 
confession. He pulled my hands down, looking into my eyes. 

"Will you sing it for me?" 

"If you're lucky," I winked, feigning confidence I wasn't 
feeling . 

"What would improve my odds?" He leaned down, kissing me. He moved 
down to my neck, leaving hot trails of kisses as he went. My eyes 
fluttered shut, and I took a deep breath. 

"That could help." His hands roamed over my body, pausing to massage 
my breasts, before going lower. One paused in between my thighs, 
lightly rubbing me. 

"What about now?" He had a devilish smile plastered on his face. I 
nodded, forgetting how to speak for the moment. He continued to rub 
slowly until I whined out loud. 

"Damn it, Sam, I'll sing whatever you want me to, just stop teasing 
me." I ground out, in a harsh whisper. He chuckled in 
response . 

"Good to know." He reached behind him, turning off the water, and 
kissing me again. When we both had stepped out of the shower, and led 
me to his bed. Once I was laying down, he covered every inch of my 
skin with his lips. 


Our first time together had been a rushed, desperate act. The second 



time was the exact opposite. He took his time, making sure to attend 
to my needs, and make up for lost time. We made love until my toes 
curled and my legs felt like jelly. 

"Did I make up for last time?" His voice was quiet, as his lips 
brushed the skin below my right ear. I nodded, lazily. 

"You more than made up for it." We were lying in his bed, wrapped up 
in the sheet, holding each other like we were one. We laid there, 
like that, until we heard Birdie whining pathetically from outside of 
the door. With a chuckle, I stood up and got dressed. 


4 . Chapter 4 
**Chapter Four** 

A/N: I was so excited to continue, that I powered through chapter 
four! Yeah, double posting! To ArtistKurai, thank you so much for the 

love! I hope this next chapter doesn't turn you off of Lacey. This 

reaction is a bit delayed to the whole "dark and scary" out there, 
and I tried to be as realistic as possible. I'm starting chapter 

five, but another update will probably be a few days away, thanks to 

being an adult and stuff. Anyway, again, enjoy! 

We were walking just walking out of the local grocery store, talking 
and laughing, when a man wearing a suit approached us, the same man 
who was with Dean in Pat's the other night. 

"Hello Bullwinkle, " the man drawled in a British accent . "You miss 
me? " 


I saw Sam reach behind him, and saw the glint of a large knife tucked 
into the back of his jeans. I wondered for a moment when he had put 
it there. 

"Hello, love," the man who must be Crowley looked at me. "Who's this. 
Moose? Been holding out on us?" He winked. Sam looked around us to 
see that we were alone and drew the knife. Then he put his arm in 
front of me, pushing me behind him. 

"Crowley," he growled the name. 

"You want Dean. I'm here to give him to you." 

"What?" He seemed surprised, but still suspicious. 

"The little prat's bad for business." Crowley tucked his hands into 
the pockets of his black coat, looking unfettered. "He's 
uncontrollable. Must be the Mark." He shrugged. 

I watched the two of them silently, trying not to draw any attention 
to myself. 

"Anyway, Dean's your problem now, again. Forever." 

"Where is he?" Sam's tone frightened me. I had never seen him so 
angry . 


"First, there's a small matter of my finder's fee." He smiled 



smugly. Sam lowered the knife, but didn't put it away. "I want the 
First Blade . " 

Sam looked like he was fighting some inner battle before he slowly 
nodded. He turned around to look at me. 

"Lacey, get in the car." He handed me the keys, and I took off, 
trying not to run. With shaky hands, I was able to unlock the doors, 
throwing the bags of groceries into the back seat, before hopping in 
the front. I felt relatively safe behind the closed doors of the car, 
which I knew was stupid. If Crowley wanted in, I'm pretty sure a 
locked door wouldn't stop him. But, my curiosity got the best of me 
and I rolled down the windows, to listen in on the 
conversation . 

"Beulah, North Dakota. You can hitch a ride with me, if you want. I 
could have you there in a jiff." Crowley smiled, eyes full of 
mirth . 

"I'm good." Sam finally put the knife away. "You'll get the blade, 
after I get my brother." He turned around, stomping towards the car. 

I watched Crowley, who smiled at me, then winked, before vanishing 
into thin air. My heart skipped a beat, and I broke out into a cold 
sweat . 

When Sam yanked the car door open, and started the engine, I was 
trying my hardest not to have a panic attack. He turned around to 
look at me, concern in his eyes. 

"Are you okay?" I couldn't look at him. I was focused on the tree 
line on the other side of the road, while trying to keep my breaths 
even . 

"Peachy. Just great." I didn't realize how hard I was shaking until 
he grabbed both of my hands. "I see someone evaporate into nothing 
every day . " 

"Babe, I know this is a lot, but I need you to hold it together for 
me for just a bit longer, okay?" I didn't acknowledge him, so he 
gently grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at him. "Just breathe. I'm 
going to need your help when we get back to the bunker." 

The drive back was silent. I had found a way to keep myself grounded, 
by squeezing my fists so tight, that my nails bit into the palms of 
my hands. I had always been a relentless nail-biter, but even my 
short, chewed nails were breaking the skin. Little drops of blood 
were dripping from my fists onto my knees. Sam's reaction to this was 
unreadable, but I knew he must be worried, among so many other 
things . 

Once we pulled back into the garage, he set all of the groceries out 
of the back seat onto the ground and led me down to the bunker's 
basement, into what looked like a storage room. He pulled two of the 
shelves aside, and before us stood a big room, empty except a chair 
sitting in the middle of a huge symbol painted on the floor. 

Sam grabbed a duffel bag off of a shelf nearby and asked me to fill 
it with a few bottles of the water that were lined up to my left. He 
explained that it was holy water. Still shaking violently, I was able 
to put them in the bag, only dropping one. He left for a moment, then 



returned with a sawed-off shotgun and a box of shells. 


"Are you going to kill him?" My voice was weak, barely above a 
whisper . 

"No, these are loaded with salt. It'll just weaken him." He looked 
around for a moment, until he found a set of handcuffs and grabbed 
them, shoving them in his back pocket. "Lacey, I need you to listen 
to me, okay?" His voice adopted the tone of a patient parent, talking 
to a small child. 

I nodded, trying to look him in the eyes. 

"When I bring him back, I'm going to lock him in here and perform the 
cure. That symbol on the floor is called a Devil's Trap. He shouldn't 
be able to leave it, but once I'm back, I don't want you to come 
anywhere near here, okay?" He put a big hand on my cheek, using his 
thumb to brush a tear from my eyelashes. 

He grabbed my hand, leading me back upstairs and to the garage. He 
threw the duffel bag into the trunk of the car and walked back over 
to me, hugging me tightly. 

"Beulah's about eleven hours from here, so I should be back by 
tomorrow. I'll text you as soon as I'm on my way back." He kissed me, 
softly, which broke me out of my trance a bit. I grabbed both sides 
of his face, returning the kiss desperately. 

"Be careful, please. Come back in one piece." He looked into my eyes, 
solemnly, before sliding into the car and starting the engine. Once 
he was gone, and the garage door closed again, I grabbed the 
discarded grocery bags and carried them into the kitchen, making two 
trips . 

This was precisely what I needed to keep from falling apart. Menial 
tasks to keep me busy. 

After I had put all of the groceries away, I decided to take Birdie 
for a run. I went back to Sam's room, changing into workout clothes 
and laced up my trainers. I snapped the leash onto her collar and 
headed out the door. 

I only made it about a quarter of a mile, when I heard a noise from 
the bushes to my left. A pair of ravens flew out, cawing loudly, and 
set my heart racing again. I turned Birdie around and bolted back to 
the safety of the bunker. Once I was back inside, leaning against the 
cold, metal door, I slumped to the floor, letting my tears fall 
freely. I was back to shaking uncontrollably, and Birdie plopped down 
on the marble tile floor next to me, putting her head in my lap in an 
attempt to comfort me. 

I stayed like that, sobbing on the floor, until I lost most of the 
feeling in my rear end. I sniffed loudly, wiping the snot from my 
nose on the back of my hand and stood up. I, then, wiped my hand on 
the seat of my leggings. Heading into the kitchen, I opened the 
fridge to grab the milk, but changed my mind, seeing the half-full 
bottle of whiskey from last night sitting on the counter. I rinsed 
one of the glasses in the sink, and filled it up. 

The trembles in my hands had calmed considerably, but I still managed 



to spill a bit onto the open cuts on my palm from my fingernails, 
wincing at the burn. I cursed out loud, angry at how fragile I was 
acting . 

I pulled my phone out of my jacket pocket, more out of having 
something to do, than really needing to use it, and saw that I had 
two missed calls, both from Pat's. 

Shit, I was supposed to work today. I hadn't told Mickey that I was 
leaving. I was so fired. 

I called the number back, and he answered on the second 
ring . 

"Pat's. This is Mickey." 

"Hey Mickey, it's Lacey. Sorry I missed your call." 

"You okay, darlin'? You still sick?" 

"No, I'm feeling better. Shoot, Mickey, I meant to call you earlier. 
I'm in Wichita. Something came up, family stuff, and I'm gonna be out 
of town for a bit taking care of it. I'm so sorry." 

"Everything okay?" He didn't even sound upset, just concerned. I 
loved this man, like he was family. 

"Yeah, as best as can be expected. I'll fill you in when I'm back 
home. I promise." That would buy some time to think of a plausible 
story in the meantime. Something told me that _I'm on the run from my 
boyfriend's demon brother_ wouldn't go over really well. 

"Well, you take all the time you need, ya hear? Amber's been begging 
for more hours for weeks now, so I'll just have her pick up your 
shifts while you're gone." 

"Oh God, don't let her sing! I won't have a job to come back to if 
she chases all your business away." We both shared a chuckle before 
saying goodbye. 

I spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning. I washed the dishes from 
breakfast and put them away, then swept the floors, reorganized the 
items in the fridge and the pantry. All while drinking. It wasn't the 
most ideal way of dealing with my sudden influx of emotions, but 
hell, at least I wasn't crying anymore. 

I avoided the library at all costs, having my fill of supernatural 
for the time being. My head was full of it, I didn't need any 
reminders. The moment that Crowley disappeared replayed in my head 
every time I closed my eyes and I fought like hell to keep my 
composure. I kept telling myself that I had to accept what I saw as 
real, and move past this weak damsel-in-distress routine. I even 
imagined my father chuckling at me, while lightly punching my 
shoulder, saying "Buck up, kiddo." 

The quiet in the gigantic bunker started to eat at my raw nerves, and 
I pulled out my phone, turning on some music, before placing it back 
into my pocket and resumed cleaning. After every inch of the bunker, 
not including anything remotely supernatural, was cleaned and then 
cleaned again, I slumped against the wall, at a loss for what to do 



next . 


I was never good with boredom. At home, this would be the perfect 
time to pull an old favorite from my bookshelf, and curl up next to 
the fire, losing myself in the story. Here, that wasn't possible. I 
walked down the hallway to Sam's bedroom, pulling my guitar out of 
its case and strummed the strings absentmindedly . I wanted to sing, 
but the lyrics to every song I had ever known suddenly escaped me. I 
didn't know what was to blame, the whiskey, or my currently fragile 
emotional state. 

"I'm in love with a boy, who thinks guns are toys," I started 
adlibbing. "He gets broken, and beaten. And his brother's a demon." I 
started laughing at myself, feeling the hysterics start to bubble up 
again. I finished the whiskey that was in my glass, rage boiling up 
from nowhere, and threw the empty glass against the wall. Birdie, who 
was soundly sleeping at the foot of the bed, raised her head up at 
me, cocking it to one side. I imagined that she thought I was 
insane . 

"Yeah, don't judge me, pup. It's been a long day." I grabbed her by 
the collar, leading her into the bathroom and closed the door, so she 
didn't cut herself while I cleaned up my mess. I picked up as many 
glass shards as I could, placing them in the waste basket by the 
desk, and then opened the door and carefully stepped over the rest so 
I could retrieve the broom. 

The waiting was killing me. Sam had left about eight hours ago and it 
was dark outside. I was sitting in his bed, letting some show run in 
the background, while thousands of thoughts were running through my 
tired, drunk mind. I had finished the bottle earlier, and was working 
on a second one, and I hadn't eaten anything since breakfast. I told 
myself, out loud because I had gotten to the point where I was 
talking to myself to fill the silence, that I needed to eat 
something, but I had no appetite. 

The screen on my phone lit up, and I saw Sam's name on the caller ID. 
I answered it immediately. 

"Are you okay?" I snapped out, worried to be hearing from him so 
early. He chuckled softly, and I heard the car engine in the 
background . 

"Yeah, I'm fine. I just thought that I would call to check up on you 
while on the road. How are you doing?" 

"I'll live." I was forcing myself to sound as sober as possible. I 
didn't need him worrying about me, with what he was about to face. "I 
cleaned up a bit, and took Birdie for a walk. You know, keeping 
busy . " 

"Good. You should get some sleep. It's been a rough couple of days 
for you . " 

"You ain't kiddin', Winchester." I knew that my attempt at sobriety 
was failing. My southern drawl was a dead giveaway. He 
laughed . 

"Well, I'm making better time than I thought, so I should be there by 
soon." I looked at my watch. It was after two in the morning. How had 



it gotten so late? 


"You take care of yourself out there, okay?" 

"You too. Get some sleep. I love you." 

"Love you, too, babe." I hung up the phone first, setting it on the 
nightstand behind me. Sleep sounded like a fantastic idea, but the 
moment my head hit the pillow, the room started to spin and I ran to 
the bathroom, hanging my head over the toilet seat. Birdie joined me, 
sitting next to me while I vomited the contents of my near-empty 
stomach. When I looked up, she had a judgmental look in her yellow 
eyes . 

"Oh, shut up, you." I stood up, rinsing my mouth in the sink, and 
splashing my face with the cold water. I filled up my whiskey glass 
with water, and popped a few aspirin that I had found in the medicine 
cabinet. I tried laying down again, the room still spinning, but I 
was confident that I was done getting sick and promptly passed 
out . 

I woke up to a text from Sam, saying that he got Dean, and they were 
on their way back. He also asked me to lay down a line of salt down 
on the ground in front of the door, which confused me, and to not 
leave the room until he came to get me. I went out to the kitchen, 
grabbing the big box of salt, and did as he asked, ignoring the 
pounding in my head. 

I crawled back into bed, throwing the covers over my head, relishing 
in the dark and the silence. I should have expected the hangover from 
hell after all the alcohol I drank yesterday. I was trying to sleep 
it off when I heard a door slam, followed by a struggle, and 
shouting. I sat up in bed, curling myself into as small a ball as 
possible. Birdie sat up from her spot on the floor, growling at the 
door, the hair on her neck standing on end. 

"Birdie, come here girl. It's okay." I whispered over to her, patting 
the spot next to me on the bed. She jumped up, standing in front of 
me protectively, while still glowering menacingly at the door. I 
stroked her back, soothingly, trying to calm her. The sounds died 
down, and Birdie eventually settled, sitting on my lap, but her eyes 
never left the door. A few minutes passed, and then I jumped when I 
heard a knocking, followed by Sam's voice. 

"Lacey, it's okay, you can unlock the door." I rose and opened it, 
throwing my arms around him. 

"Are you okay? How's your brother?" He returned my hug, and then 
turned towards his closet, grabbing a dress shirt and khakis out and 
throwing them on the bed. 

"He's chained up downstairs, pretty pissed off. I need to go get 
something, and I want you to come with me. I don't want you here 
alone with him." 

"Yeah, sure." I grabbed a change of clothes out of my suitcase and 
threw them on. Sam was in the process of pulling on the dress shirt 
when he winced. I walked across the room to help him. It was obvious 
that his arm was still hurting him badly. Once he was dressed, I 
helped him put the sling back on and grabbed Birdie's collar. Sam 



looked at me, quest ioningly . 


"I'm going to put her in the garage. She looked ready to kill when 
you brought him in. I want to put as much distance between her and 
that basement as possible." 

"Okay, I'm going to go start the car." He planted a quick kiss on my 
forehead and left the room. The second we were out in the hallway. 
Birdie started freaking out again. It took all of my strength to keep 
a hold of her collar and pull her towards the kitchen. 

"Baby girl, is that you?" I heard a deep voice shout out from the 
bottom of the stairs, and Birdie went quiet, ears flat against the 
back of her skull. I held my breath, frozen in place by my fear. 

"Come on, I know you're there. Bring me some water. I'm thirsty." 

My heart was pounding and my legs began quivering as I stood in front 
of the metal door, leading to the basement. 

"No need to be shy. I can hear you, smell you." Tears had begun to 
fall, dripping onto the marble floor. 

Sam came running around the corner, putting a finger to his lips and 
grabbed my hand, pulling me down the hallway. Birdie dragged along 
behind us . 

Once in the car, I let out a loud sob, holding myself tightly. 

"Damn it!" He shouted, pounding his hand onto the steering wheel. 
"You're not safe here, not with him knowing that you're here. I'm 
taking you to the motel, until all of this is over." 

"No, please," I whined, sounding absolutely pathetic. "Don't leave me 
alone ! " 

"Lacey, if anything were to happen to you." He couldn't finish, 
looking over at me with tears in his eyes. 

I sniffed, forcing my emotions in check. 

"But you said that he's locked up downstairs. I won't leave your 
room, I promise. I just don't want to be alone." 

He groaned, rubbing his face. 

"Fine," he said, throwing the car into gear. "But you're not leaving 
my room . " 


5 . Chapter 5 
**Chapter Five** 

We drove to the local hospital, where he parked, and asked me to stay 
in the car. He had held my hand the entire way, talking about 
nonsense to help us both get our minds off of the present. Because of 
that, I had calmed considerably. I was actually starting to feel numb 
about the whole ordeal. 


Wishing that I had brought Birdie along, I fiddled with the knobs on 



the radio, trying to find a good station to listen to. After a 
moment, I found the local classic rock station, and started jamming 
along to Led Zepplin. Music helped me pass the time, as I belted out 
lyrics to songs I grew up listening to. I may have even brought out 
the air guitar on a few. By the time Sam got back to the car, 
carrying an organ donor cooler, I was feeling much more like 
myself . 

I smiled at him, as he climbed in the car, placing the cooler in the 
floorboard between my feet. 

"Is that someone's heart?" My eyes were wide. 

"No, it's blood, blessed by a priest." He seemed like he was feeling 
a bit better too, but I could still see the tension behind his eyes. 
"In order to cure Dean, I have to inject him with it while reciting 
Latin rites." He pulled his phone out of his pocket, turning down the 
radio. "Cass, I'm getting ready to start. Are you close?" 

I heard a man's voice, gruff and deep, on the other line. 

"Okay, just get here as soon as you can. Thanks man." 

"Cass?" I asked, as soon as he had hung up. 

"A friend. He's going to help with Dean." 

We were back at the bunker in no time, and he led Birdie and me to 
his room, stopping first at the kitchen to grab food. I hadn't eaten 
anything in over twenty-four hours, and it was starting to get to 
me . 

"I'm going to lay down more salt, just in case, okay? Lock the door 
behind me." I nodded, and he kissed me quickly. 

"Go get 'em, tiger." I slapped him on the rear, smiling. 

"I'm glad to see you're feeling better." He chuckled, then pulled the 
door closed. He opened it again, immediately. "There's a knife, and 
holy water, under my bed. Keep them with you." 

Once I heard his footsteps trail away from the door, I got down on my 
hands and knees to locate the items he had told me about. The jug of 
holy water was easy enough to find, but the knife took a minute 
longer. I had to use the flash on my cell phone before I saw it, 
wedged into the slats of the bedframe. I pulled it down and inspected 
it . 

The word knife was an understatement. The blade was at least as long 
as my forearm and was finely sharpened. It reminded me more of a 
machete. I held it in my hand, but it was awkward. I placed both on 
the nightstand next to me and turned on the TV, returning to the show 
I had put on the night before. 

I kept the time by counting the hour-long episodes, and I was three 
in, before I heard anything. Dean was shouting so loudly, that I 
could hear him from all the way in the room. The hairs on my arms 
rose to goose pimples and I shook off a feeling of dread. Birdie was 
back to pacing in front of the door, her lips pulled up in a menacing 
snarl . 



I walked over to her and kneeled down until I was in between her and 
the door. Grabbing her face, I kissed her nose, and pet her until the 
shackles on her neck relaxed. 

"It's okay, girl. It's gonna be okay. He's just sick." I heard a door 
slam, and immediately ran to the nightstand to grab the knife. When I 
heard Sam's voice in the hallway, I relaxed. 

"No, not very well. Dean, he's in pain, in bad pain." There was a 
pause. "This isn't like with Crowley. Cass, I might be killing 
him. " 

I could hear him pacing up and down the hallway. 

"So, should I stop?" Another pause. "Cass, did you not hear what I 
just said? I could be killing my brother." 

Tears started forming in my eyes, as my heart broke for 
Sam . 

"Killing my brother." Hearing the defeated tone in his voice, I 
leaned against the door, but didn't open it. "Yeah, okay. I'll leave 
the entry unlocked for you. Just hurry." 

"Sam, are you okay?" I asked, wishing I could go out there and wrap 
my arms around him. 

"Yeah, I'm fine. It's just not going as well as I expected." He 
sounded so close, like he was leaning against the door too. "Listen, 
I've got to get back down there, okay?" 

"Okay. Be careful." I listened to his boots tread back down the 
hallway, then back down the stairs. I was too amped up to go back to 
watching TV, so I sat on the floor, beside the bed, singing softly, 
while petting my very agitated dog. Before I could finish the song, I 
heard the basement door close again and went to the door, placing my 
ear against the cold wood. 

The sound of heavy boots hitting the tiles almost made me open the 
door, ready to comfort Sam, but something made me hesitate. The 
footsteps sounded different, heavier, and my heart started racing. 
Birdie stood up, ready to growl, and I grabbed her by the neck, 
pulling her into the bathroom. I grabbed the knife and the holy water 
and slowly closed the bathroom door. Once inside, I curled up on the 
floor with her, holding her and praying that she would be 
quiet . 

Outside, I heard doors opening and closing down the hall, and then 
silence. There was a clatter from the kitchen, and I had to clap my 
hand over my mouth to keep from crying out. Birdie somehow understood 
my urgency for silence, and had stopped growling. Instead, she 
stepped in between the door and myself, tail between her legs. 

"Come on, Sammy!" I heard Dean shout, from somewhere near the 
kitchen. "Don't you want to hang out with your big brother? Spend a 
little quality time?" 


I realized now that Dean had somehow escaped, and I was terrified. 
There was more silence, followed by heavy footsteps right outside of 



the door. Then a loud band as Dean kicked in the door. 


"Salt? You must be hiding your little mouse in here! Wonder if she 
wants to play?" He shouted down the hallway. The lights went out, and 
alarms started going off. 

"Smart Sam." The voice had turned away, and I realized that Sam was 
the one that cut the power. "Locking the place down. Doors won't 
open, I get it." He was starting to walk away, and I took a shaky 
breath, clenching the knife tightly between white knuckles. "But 
here's the thing. I don't wanna leave! Not till I find you." There 
was a sound down the hallway, and I cried silently, hoping Sam was 
hiding . 

"Sammy!" Dean's shouts were very faint now, and I allowed myself to 
relax a bit. I took deep breaths until my heart stopped hammering, 
and the knife in my hand stopped shaking. After a few minutes of 
silence outside, the lights came back on, and I prayed that it was 
over; that Dean was locked safely back in the basement. 

I pushed Birdie into a sitting position, and opened the bathroom 
door, knife still in hand. Leaning against the bedroom door, I heard 
Sam's voice faintly across the bunker. 

"Listen to me. Dean! We were getting close, okay? I know you're still 
in there, somewhere. Just let me finish the treatments." 

There was a loud thud, and it took everything I had not to open the 
door and run to him. The first bang was followed by many more, in 
between Dean's muffled voice. I strained to try to make out what he 
was saying, but they were too far away. 

"Dean, stop that! Now, I don't want to use this blade on you!" I 
heard Dean laugh, and the sound of wood clattering to the floor. 
"Look, if you come out of that room, I won't have a choice!" 

"Sure you will!" I heard him clearly that time. There was more 
banging, and I had a feeling that Dean was trying to break down a 
door. There were a few final thuds, and then footsteps running 
towards the hallway. "Sammy?" 

He was free again, I was sure of it. I hid in the corner of the room, 
behind the TV, holding the knife in both hands. I was back to shaking 
again . 

Dean's voice grew closer and closer, taunting Sam out of hiding. 

After a moment of silence, I heard him call me. 

"Baby girl! Come help me find Sammy!" He sounded so close, and I was 
back to clamping my mouth shut. "I won't hurt you. Pinkie 
promise ! " 

My silence seemed to enrage him. 

"Sam, if you don't come out here, I'm going to flay your little 
girlfriend alive! After I've had a little fun with her." 

I heard a loud thud on the wall behind me, feeling it shake against 
my back, and I whimpered out loud. 



"Well, look at you." Dean's voice was right outside of the bedroom 
door, and I panicked, thinking that he could see me. "Do it. It's all 
you." There was the sound of a struggle outside. Dean grunting 
loudly . 

"It's over," a man said, his voice unknown to me. "Dean, it's 
over . " 

Dean growled, an inhuman sound, and I heard Birdie whimper from the 
bathroom. He continued to grunt, as the footsteps headed back towards 
the basement . 

I couldn't move from my hiding spot, even after Sam came to knock on 
the door, telling me that it was over. 

"Lacey, are you okay?" The desperate tone in his voice woke me from 
my trance and I slowly stood up, walking over to the door, knife 
still in my hand. 

The relief on his face was evident as I cracked open the door, and he 
threw his arm around my shoulders, pulling me against him. I breathed 
in his smell, letting the knife clatter to the floor. He led me out 
of the room and into the kitchen, sitting me down across from a man 
in a suit and trench coat. He returned, draping a blanket over my 
shoulders and setting a glass of whiskey in front of me. 

I gulped it greedily, watching as he refilled the glass. 

"How's he doing?" The man asked Sam. 

"He's uh, still a little out of it. But better, I think." He paused, 
placing a hand on my shoulder, before stepping closer to Suit. I 
didn't have a name for him, so Suit was going to have to work. "I 
mean, I think this whole thing, the blood cure, and the, all of it, 
really wrecked him, you know?" 

"Yeah," Suit agreed, looking away. 

"On the plus side, he's hungry again, so I'm gonna go pick him up a 
big ole bag of crap food and uh, stuff it in his face myself." 

Suit looked at me, then back at Sam, almost as if he had just 
realized I was sitting there. 

"You mind keeping an eye?" I couldn't tell if Sam was referring to 
his brother or me. Maybe he meant both. "Lacey, I want you to stay 
here with Cass." Right, Cass. I should have guessed. "I think you 
might be in shock." I nodded, letting him kiss me on the 
forehead . 

"Yeah," Cass agreed, nodding. Sam turned to leave. 

"Sam?" 


"Yeah?" 

"You realize that one problem is solved, but one still remains. Dean 
is no longer a demon, that's true. But the Mark of Cain, that he 
still has and sooner or later, that's going to be an issue." 


"You know what, Cass. I'm beat, man. One battle at a time, you know?" 



He chuckled, but there was no humor behind it. "I'm just gonna go 
grab my brother some cholesterol. And then I'm gonna get drunk, and 
curl up with my girl. Okay?" I smiled a little, patting his hand 
before he walked away. Cass nodded, looking sad. 

Once alone, he and I fell into an awkward silence. 

I poured myself another drink, before taking a stab at 
conversation . 

"So, Cass, are you another hunter?" 

"No, I am an angel of the Lord." I thought that he might have been 
kidding. If he was, his sarcasm was on point. "If you are in shock, 
or injured, I can heal you." He started to walk towards me, two 
fingers pointed out, but I held up my hand, trying not to show how 
freaked out I was. 

"I'm good, really. Starting to feel better already." 

"Right. Sam did tell me that you were new to this life. My apologies. 
I didn't mean to frighten you." He stepped back. "I should go check 
on Dean. Will you be okay if I left you alone?" 

"Sure, right as rain." 

"There is nothing right about rain. Or wrong. It is just rain." And 
with that, he walked away. 

I sat at the table in silence, sipping my liquor, and processing the 
events of the past two days until Sam returned, a greasy bag of fast 
food in one hand, and a six pack in the other. 

"Let me give this to Dean, and then we'll go to bed, okay?" 

I nodded, grabbing the bottle of whiskey and carrying it back into 
the room. I let Birdie out of the bathroom, feeling guilty when I saw 
the yellow puddle on the floor. 

"Aww, I'm sorry, baby girl." I mopped it up with a towel, then rinsed 
the floor with water from the sink. I changed clothes behind the 
bathroom door, and then crawled onto the bed. 

Sam joined me a moment later, sitting on the bed. He wasn't wearing 
the sling anymore, and his arm didn't seem to be hurting as he 
removed his shirt. 

"Your arm?" 

"Yeah, Cass took care of it for me. He told me that he offered to 
heal you too, and it frightened you. I should have warned you, I'm 
sorry . " 

"Is he really an angel?" He nodded. 

"We're lucky he got here when he did. Another minute, and I don't 
know what would have happened." He shuddered, crawling into the bed, 
under the covers with me. 


I curled under his outstretched arm, resting my cheek against his 



bare chest. 


"How are you doing? You've been so worried about me, that I haven't 
really asked you." 

He sighed, kissing the top of my head. 

"Right now, I'm great. It's been a long road, and we're not at the 
end yet. But today, that was a win that we needed." He paused, 
rubbing my arm with his thumb. "Dean feels awful, about all of the 
things he said and did. He asked me to apologize for him." 

"That wasn't really him, right? It was the demon." 

"Yeah. " 


"Then, all is forgiven." I sounded so convincing, I almost believed 
it myself. Deep down, I knew that it wasn't him, but I was still a 
bit scared. If I didn't feel like Sam needed me with him, I probably 
would have packed up and headed home. 

He took a heavy drink from his whiskey. 

"Lacey, I'm really sorry that you got thrown into all of this. But 
I'm happy that there's no more secrets." He looked down at me, 
pulling my chin up so I would look into his eyes. "Do you think, now 
that you know, that this is something that you can accept?" 


"It's heavy, babe, really heavy. But none of this changes the way I 
feel about you. If nothing else, it helps me understand the mystery 
of Sam Winchester." I threaded my fingers through his, kissing his 
knuckles. "Just give me some time to adjust, okay? Don't start taking 
me on your road trips or anything." 

He laughed. 

"You don't have to worry about that. I'm never taking you hunting 
with me. I love you too much, to put you in that kind of 
danger . " 

"Tell me about one of your hunts." 


We stayed up all night, drinking the rest of the whiskey, while he 
told me stories of his past cases, falling asleep sometime after the 
sun had risen over the horizon. 


A/N: Intense chapter, so some post-Deanmon fluff is due. 


6. Chapter 6 
**Chapter Six** 

A/N: Whew, so that last chapter was dramatic. I am LOVING the 
feedback I'm getting! And over 400 views? Wow! Thank you guys so 
much! Between work, and drama with life in general, I've been 
suffering from a major bout of writer's block. I normally don't write 
fanfiction, but I got this idea out of nowhere, and it took off on 
its own. Even if it's not something I could ever try to publish, it 
sure is nice to sit down and not have to try so hard to make the 



words come out. Song mentioned below is Journey's "Don't Stop 
Believin'". Anyway, fluff delivered, as promised. Enjoy! 


Everyone rose late the next day, a little after noon, looking pretty 
well rested, considering the ordeal from the night before. The three 
of us congregated in the kitchen, Sam and I offering to make 
breakfast . 

I expected the whole scene to be awkward, but after Dean apologized, 
and I could see the sincerity in his eyes, all the tension lifted, 
and we were able to loosen up. Dean opened up Sam's laptop, playing 
some Journey, and I danced in front of the stove, stirring the 
scrambled eggs. 

"Don't stop believin', hold on to that feelin'l" I sang into the 
spatula, making Sam chuckle behind me. He kissed my shoulder blade, 
taking the utensil from me. 

"Sit down, Sinatra, I've got this." 

Birdie came padding out from Sam's room, the last to wake up, and 
walked over to Dean, sniffing his boots. 

"Really, Sammy? I'm gone for a month, and you shack up and get a 
dog?" He looked down at her, as she raised a paw up for a shake. I 
giggled . 

"She's mine. When Sam told me to come, I couldn't leave her behind. 
Don't worry, she's housetrained." I winked at him. "Come on girl, you 
wanna go outside?" 

Birdie whined, upset that Dean was ignoring her. When she saw the 
leash in my hand, she reluctantly left him. We left the boys, heading 
towards the door. When we returned, she walked right back up to Dean, 
sitting by his feet. 

"Looks like you've got a new friend." Sam smiled, taking a bite of 
his eggs. 

"Great." He rolled his eyes, but reached down and scratched her ears. 
Content for the moment, she wandered over to her food dish, eating 
breakfast too. "She stays out of my room, and she's not riding in 
Baby . " 

"I think we can handle that. We'll be out of your hair soon 
anyway . " 

"You're leaving?" Sam asked, surprised. 

"Well, now that the Big Bad is taken care of, I figured that you boys 
wanted some time to recoup." I scooped a bite of eggs into my mouth. 
"I don't want to impose, while you guys have catching up to 

do. " 

"You're no imposition." Dean surprised me by objecting first. I had 
expected it from Sam. 

"Lacey, you don't have to leave right away. Cass said things were 
quiet, and we could use some r and r. Stay for a few days, at least." 
The look in his eyes made my heart melt. "These last few weeks have 



been crazy. Let me make it up to you." 

"Well, okay. I already told Mickey that I'd be out of town for a bit. 
Why not?" I leaned over and kissed him. 

"Ugh, guys, I'm eating here." Dean feigned disgust. He finished the 
last bite of his food, pushing his plate forward and taking a gulp of 
orange juice. Birdie walked over, placing her big head in his lap. He 
just looked down and rolled his eyes. 

"Well, at least I won't be the third wheel." Sam and I both chuckled, 
gathering the empty plates, as he hid his hand under the table, 
sneaking her a piece of bacon. 

Sam suggested that we all go out for a run, which Dean vehemently 
rejected. 

"I'm game. Let me get changed." 

The two of us, now wearing our workout clothes, with Birdie in tow, 
headed outside, and broke off into a sprint. Birdie was chomping at 
the bit to stretch her legs, and she was tugging me along by the 
leash. We ran for about an hour, until both of us were out of breath 
and covered in sweat . 

"Let's walk back." He nodded at my suggestion, stopping for a moment 
to catch his breath, before grabbing my hand and turned around. 

"I'm glad you're staying with us. I wasn't ready to see you leave 
yet . " 

"Me too." I stopped for a moment to tie a loose shoelace. "Hey, do 
you guys have a grill?" He shook his head. "Oh, I was thinking about 
cooking dinner for you guys tonight." 

"We can go into town and pick one up. It'll get used around here, 
that's for sure." We got to the door of the bunker and Birdie 
scratched at the door. "Actually, I was thinking about seeing if Dean 
was up for a night out. We've got a great little dive bar in town, 
and it serves one of his favorite cheeseburgers." 

"That sounds good. I think we could all use a night out." We walked 
straight to the kitchen to grab water, before I excused myself to 
shower . 

When I came back, Sam was in the kitchen alone, cleaning a 
gun . 

"Where's Dean?" He started snapping all of the pieces back together, 
and I was fascinated at how quickly he was doing it. 

"He's out in the garage, washing the car. That thing is his pride and 
joy, and he kind of trashed it while he was, well, not 
himself . " 

"Paying penance?" He nodded, smiling and setting the gun down on the 
table. "Is Birdie out there with him?" 


"Yeah, she won't leave his side. It's cute." He stood up, wrapping 
his arms around me. 



"Does he not like dogs?" He shook his head, and I felt guilty, having 
her here, in his home. "She's a ham for attention. It's probably 
driving her mad that he doesn't absolutely love her like everyone 
else does. Maybe she's just waiting for him to come around." 

"He will. I think he already is. He was sneaking bacon to her at 
breakfast." I giggled, kissing his neck. "Dean wants to go out 
tonight. I'm going to go hop in the shower." 

He walked off, down the hallway towards his room, and I headed out to 
the garage to make sure Birdie wasn't driving him crazy. 

"Hey, want some help?" I bent down to pick up a wet sponge out of the 
soapy bucket . 

"Sure, " He looked awkward. 

I started working on the back of the car, washing in large circles to 
remove all of the road dust that had collected. Birdie was laying on 
the ground, about six feet from Dean's feet, sleeping soundly. 

"I actually came in to make sure she wasn't bothering you. I had no 
idea you didn't like dogs. I'm sorry." I smiled. "I can leave her 
with my boss next time I come to visit." 

"No, she's okay. She's a good dog." He paused for a moment, looking 
pensive. "So, we haven't scared you off yet? With all the monster 
crap? " 

"Nope, can't get rid of me that easily, Winchester." I smiled at him. 
"It's a lot to take in, sure. When I saw Crowley disappear in front 
of me, I thought I was losing it. But, if there's one thing that 
yesterday showed me, is that you guys are kind of like superheroes. 
You do this to help people." I stopped to rinse my sponge. "It must 
be a thankless job." 

He grunted in agreement . 

"Is it hard?" 

"Not right now, " he looked down between his legs and replied, a 
flirty expression on his face. I screwed my face up in a grimace. He 
laughed and then continued, seriously. "It's not a cake walk. But, it 
has its moments. Driving around the country, seeing the sights, 
hustling pool to pay the bills, dive bar beer and cheeseburgers; it's 
enough for me." 

"Sounds awesome. Like a road trip that never ends." We had just 
finished washing the exterior, and Dean grabbed the hose to rinse. 
"And what a car to do it in." 

"Yeah, she's great." 

"Great? Don't undersell a car this sexy!" I gestured with my arms. 
"They don't make them like this anymore." 

He looked over at me, an eyebrow raised. 

"No, they don't. You know cars?" 



"Enough. My dad didn't want to raise a princess, so he made sure I 
knew how to be self-sufficient. Taught me how to change the oil in a 
car before he taught me to drive." I caught the towel he tossed at 
me, and began to dry the hood of the car. Dean had to reach the 
middle, because I wasn't tall enough. 

"Move it, shorty. I got this." 

We worked in silence, until the car was dry and pristine. 

"Hey," I turned to him, solemnly. "I just wanted to tell you how 
happy I am that you're okay. I know that we don't really know each 
other that well, but Sam loves you. That puts you pretty close to the 
top of my importance list." 

He gave me a weird look, and there was sadness in his eyes. I 
instinctively went in for a hug. He hesitated, before throwing an arm 
around my shoulder, indulging me for a moment. 

"Alright, enough with this touchy-feely crap." He left the garage, 
and I chuckled to myself, waking Birdie and leading her inside behind 
him . 

After a few minutes of my begging, Sam finally took me on a tour of 
the bunker. I had found most of the places myself during my 
explorations, but I didn't tell him that. It was heartwarming, 
holding his hand as he led me around, hearing him talk about 
something he was obviously so proud of. When we got to the gun range, 
I surprised him by asking to try it out. 

"Okay, safety's here," he indicated with his thumb. He was standing 
behind me, arms around me, showing me the proper way to hold the 
pistol. Another thing I didn't tell him was that my dad had also 
taught me how to shoot, being a police officer. But I would never 
turn down an excuse to be in his arms, so I feigned ignorance. "Lock 
your elbows, and look down the sights at your target. Take a breath, 
shoot, and then release." 

I fired off six shots rapidly, hitting the paper target's torso every 
time. Two of the bullets went through the heart. 

"You just hustled me." I grinned at him. "Your dad taught you." 

I nodded, laughing. I lowered the earplugs and set the gun down on 
the board in front of me, before turning in his arms. 

"How are your parents? You never talk about them." He saw my gaze 
drop. "Lacey, I'm sorry. I didn't know." 

"It's okay. It's why I moved to Great Bend. They died in a car 
accident a few years back. I don't talk about it a lot." He tilted my 
head up, brushing my cheek with his thumb. He leaned down to kiss me, 
gently. I raised my arms up around his neck, pulling him closer to 
me, as I returned the kiss enthusiastically. 

He pulled back, looking at me quest ioningly, when my fingers lowered, 
unbuttoning his flannel shirt. 


"Here? " 



"Maybe the smell of gunpowder just does it for me." I smirked and he 
laughed. "Lock the door." 


We made it to the bar around eight, all ordering beer and 
cheeseburgers. I looked around at my surroundings, suddenly missing 
Pat's. It was so similar, it was eerie, but I've noticed that 
everywhere has a bar just like this; dark, smells a little funky, and 
has cheap beer on tap. 

"So, what do think of my little slice of paradise?" Dean asked, 
winking at the waitress who had dropped off our drinks. 

"Feels like home." I smiled, sipping my beer. 

The boys started chatting, making small talk, and I excused myself to 
go check out the jukebox. The selections were about five years out of 
date, but I didn't care. There was a ton of oldies, most of which I 
performed at Pat's. I had always had a soft spot for the classics, so 
I dropped five dollars in, lining up our music queue for at least an 
hour . 

The food made it to the table really quickly, and the smell of the 
burgers was enough to make my mouth water. 

"Ugh, this smells amazing." 

"Take a bite. Shorty. Life-changing." Dean took his first bite, which 
ended up being a third of the huge burger, and smiled. Sam laughed, 
before starting his. I wrapped my hands around the gigantic sandwich, 
and took my first bite. He was right, it was life-changing. 

"I'm never going to be able to eat a cheeseburger anywhere else, 
without a pit of disappointment. This is by far, the best one I've 
ever had . " 

Sam looked over at me, chuckling, before handing me a napkin. I 
looked confused, and he gestured to his lip. I blushed, wiping the 
ketchup smear off of my face. 

We ate the rest of our food in silence, signaling to the waitress for 
another round when we were all low. Dean finished first, standing up 
and walking over to the pool tables in the back. Once Sam and I had 
finished, we joined him. He had just started a game with a girl. She 
had long brown hair, and was wearing really short cut-off jeans, 
despite the cold outside. Her friend was sitting against the wall, 
looking pouty. 

"Hey, wanna play teams next game?" I asked, introducing myself to 
Gretchen, and her quiet friend Beth. Dean agreed, and I sat down next 
to Beth, striking up a conversation. Sam was watching his brother 
flirt with the brunette. I found out that both girl's, babies in my 
eyes, were only twenty-three. Beth had grown up here, and was here 
visiting her family on break from Kansas State University. She had 
brought her roommate with her, who she thought was gorgeous in 
comparison to herself, and was jealous that Gretchen was getting all 
of the attention. 

I guess the stereotype about bartenders being part-time therapists 
was true. 



I listened, while she talked, and smiled as I doled out a bit of 
motherly advice, then told her to perk up and bought her a beer, 
leading her over to the pool table. Dean looked over at me, talking 
to her, and winked. 

"You just made Dean's night," Sam whispered in my ear, sending chills 
down my spine. I looked up at him, quest ioningly . "You are, in his 
eyes, the perfect wingman now." 

I laughed, shaking my head. 

"I can't help it. I'm friendly! I do this for a living, sheesh." 

I asked Sam to sit out for a round, so Beth could be my teammate and 
feel included, and we played a game, then she switched out with Sam. 
By the time the next round of beers came, she seemed to be having an 
infinitely greater time. 

A slow song came on the jukebox, one I had forgotten that I picked, 
and Sam smiled, before grabbing my hand, pulling me a few feet away 
from the pool table. 

"Dance with me." He placed a hand on my back, grabbing my right hand 
with his left, and started swaying. I leaned against him, laying my 
head on his chest, and followed his lead. "I wish you didn't have to 
leave . " 

I looked up at him, wondering what had sparked that particular 
thought . 

"I'm not leaving yet. I'll probably stay the weekend, and then head 
back on Monday." 

"I know. This long-distance thing is harder than I thought it would 
be." I had to laugh a bit. He made it sound like we lived on separate 
sides of the country. 

"I don't think we're doing such a bad job of it. Look at us, we've 
overcome incredible odds, and we're happy. Yes, it's hard, not seeing 
each other every day, but we make it work." 

"And what if I want to see you every day?" I felt an even bigger 
question looming behind that one, and placed a hand on his 
chest . 

"Sam, excuse me if I'm being presumptuous, but it's too early for any 
kind of talk like that, okay?" 

He laughed at the fear in my voice. 

"Too early? I've known you half of my life." 

"We've been together for two months of that. Too early, Winchester. 
You go ahead and pull the reins on that type of thinkin' right now." 

I heard my drawl make an appearance and knew that I had just been 
fired as designated driver. 


"Okay, okay," he threw his hands up, chuckling. "Just know, that if 
you ever decided that it wasn't too early, the offer stands." 



We stayed until last call, all of us enjoying ourselves immensely. I 
handed Dean the keys to the impala looking contrite. I was almost mad 
at myself for throwing away the opportunity to drive such an amazing 
car, but I figured that there would be another chance, and I wouldn't 
blow it a second time. 

Dean had gotten Gretchen's number, but didn't go home with her. When 
I asked why, he laughed. 

"I don't shit where I eat." When I looked confused, he elaborated. 
"This is too close to home. Don't want the girl falling in love or 
anything. I'd never get rid of her." 

I laughed out loud and Sam shook his head. 


End 
f ile . 



